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The sun's slant the path slong,
alr s y & in June.
robin sines his evening song,

-

was not ' Uite & brate.
and called, “"Madam'™
Miss Ban nett heurd, hurried her steps an
instant, an d then stoppea. B8he wouid like
to be proud to the bitter end. and anyway
she could not go back till she was told.

He stepped forward .
| coming through & third person. Of course

bitlbope you win't mind sucha 278

the situation 18 peculiar, and rather delicate
for Mr Hale He thought he would rather

place where each one bhas esiablished his hearih
put it into my hands; that is, rather let me | sana the sum of his possession and fortunes.

CHE HOME

It s nct doubted thet men havea home ln that

and ipsect working bharmonious'y. .
they have made a perfect dome-snaped nest | and his eyes about half shut
hanginy in the midst of the web, partiy sup- | near noon when we got to the Lake, and the |

It was pretly

! ally wound in and ont by the bird and Laen 1‘ Avner's, bat when he turned down over s THE HAND THAT ROCKS THE WwOKLD.
cevered by the silk of the spider, buth bird | new bridge he was clear discouraged, and
until | went slower snd slower, with his nose down, |

Bless'ngs on the hand of woman
Angelr guard It strengin sud grace
In ine palsce, cotage, hovel
On, oo matter where L @ ploce:

m the aky Lhe new, gray moow
onlmiy on, untznmnoud.’m,
But something wh

wuence he 'ulllnm aeuin 1 nu;hmg mlubl:xm
. AWAY: Wwhence Il he Das depar @ scems o -

dom's” Sarstang M) lovagan™” o | Faderer a4 e Teturts e cenen 10 wander

abhoat the little bu. ? Does Mr H;I.o want Gisien i (ivil 1w,

to reward m"—q’dm finsh .mﬂ'nud her ~Then stay athome, my heart, and rest,

The bird is safest 1o 1oe nesy;
fairness—‘‘for what 7 did? I couldan't take O'er all tnat flutter their wings and iy,
his money, of course.”

nid black man what takes you oat in the
boat had gone off, and his wife 100. Tte
boat was locked with a padicck, and yoa
can’'t fish worth aceot from the shore. We
tried it & while. an then went under the re-
servoir bridge to eat our dinner. We felt
pretty sure about the circus becanse Qump

— "’ by it and ritly bhanging from the|
B e g b wdy r:our:‘:d lg some ne‘:‘.s an entfanm ia left all
the bottom: but uvsaally i1t is st ope side
near the apper end, with a little piatform or
awuing buiit out over it by the bird, to heep
oat the rain.

The nest would now naturally bea ve'y

Would that never storms assa:led (1—
Rainhows ever gently curled ;

For the band that rocks the cradle
Is the hand that rocks the worid,

Infaney's the tender fountain,
Bower- may with beauly grow-—
Mothers 10 gulde the streamiet,

Mr. Hale 2ad to take 5« haf dozen more
steps before he was near enough to say, “As
it is raining, miss, if it wili shorten your
walk, I bave no objection for this once.”
“Oh, | shall not do it again,” Rath cried;
“]'d sooner go through s wi'derness.”

The brook sings as it gently fows,
croaks b 'J;. water's rim;
3 Iy grows,

e the fishes, darting, swim; A hawk is hovering la e sky."

and see the old brown miil,
s sad words hauntme still-
“Not yet!"'

meadows broad and falr,
mood the cows awail
s call upen the air,
bis pail. beside che gate
% down the grassy lane,
My vrother bmmo-s these words of pain—
»Koi yet!"

The a eepled church, the schoolhouse near,
The wood where | have roamed at will,
The qusiut old farmhbouse. 1o me de.r,
My youthful‘home my mannood sstill—
Inect As {u days gone b

Butsomething wm_fao: ’(': {"-lgh ) -

O Hearts in whom there is no May!
Who yeurn 10 1 ear m{ foutfalls where
Th« paili. 80 Leaten, winds It way
fInder old trews so grand and fair
Doar | e«rts. who loug for me o come,
lcan but say | can gn home -
“Not yer!”

¥or longer. still, your bressts must know
A radness free from all disgoise,
Eie | cni leave these scenes aud go
And look Into bright loving eyi s,
And ¢! the hands so warm, and kirs
The n:f'n pressed so oft in bDliss
“Not yet!™

Forgo'ten, butl as sweet and stron
As when one dreamfal avtumn day
1 said * Gooa -bye!” and passed slonyg
Down the old walk. and went away
Not teinking there wou:d come a day
Whoen I should have -as now -to say—
“Not yet!"

Far, far from th.s!

Alas, not yet!
All | can do

Btlil must ' wait!
Is Just to waft a loug, loug kiss
with love, O Hearw! to you,
And murmur these sad words anc. more,
Unthought of In the days of yore —
“Not yet!"
~Tbe Carrent,

NO TRESPASSIVo.

| Emily F. Wheeler, iu Harper's Bazar. |
It was painted in very black letters cn »
very whits board. He who rau could read,

snd Ruth Beane(t was only walkiog very

fest when she came on it. Boat cthe knew it
by beart already. For the last month she
had read it every day, aad every day weekly

tarned into the dusty road and made the

Hale's
Five

long detour need d to get past Mr.

grounds acd 1nto his next ne ghbor's
munates’ walk through that beautiful park
would have brought her to Mre, Alexandar's

hedge, and saved s modicum of strength and

temper sorely needed for her trials as day
governess to the three little Alexanders.
Bat she had never ventured on the liberty,
thouvgh she had wanted to every day, and
the impuise had grown greater since she had
ssked Mrs. Alexander if it was quite im pos-
sible.

*“There's never a soul about, and it's ar
eighth of & mile certainly to the house. |
don't believe anyoue would ever see me
and if they did I could tell them I was your

governess " For it seemed to the young
girl a sufticient dietiuction to be that to

Mrs. Rufus Alexander, leading lady of the
pretly town where her summer home was io
cated.

“I wounl!d not venture it If I were you,"
Mrs Alexander answered, kindly. She wa:

alwaye kivd to her governeses, deepite her
wealith and her Maytiower blood, o .d soe
bhad » special Jiking for this brigut laced,
eager girl. “Mr Hule i n? particu ar He
is 4 new-comer here, aad disposed 1o make
every ove respect his rights ™ It had been
on Indy's lips to cail him parvenu, bat
she would not throw scora at her neighbos
before her goveriess.

“Why, Bennett,” Harry Alexander
bad added as the turned away, ‘‘do you
know tiat last summer his gardener ordered
my mothet off the grounds? Of c.urse Mr
Hale excased :t a’terward—su'd the man bad
bis orders to make no discrimination: but
fancy—my mother!’ and Harry's scoent
was more than the words.

Little Mise Bennet bowed her head before
the rights of & guod democrat who had made
all his money in the last twenty years, avd
was therelore more aristocratic and exclu-
sive than an English nob'eman would bave
been with respect to his possessions. Half
the village would bave been gratefuvl bud
Mr. Hale allowed u foot-path to traverse his
splendid park; but of course an American
can pot make corcessions to the lower
classes and he stood on his rights and digni-
ties. Bat to day Rath gaased. She was iate
for her lessons; she had lingered to put the
last totches 1o the pretty new dress she wore,
and there vauy a thunderstorm ocoming.
Should she run the risk of offending Mrs.
Alexander avd spoiling ber dress. or should
she traspass? Noone was in sight u: she
looked avout, and a nearer roll of
thunder heiped her to a decision. Bhe
stepped through toe litile gate which all
these duss bal mocked ber with its invita
tion to furbloden ground, and hurried across
the lawn. In the disinoce she could see the
stately house, the lcaping founiu'ns aad
bright flowers. She kept ber eye on that,
fearing some servant on the watch. She
never ked the other way, and so, wheo a
step suddeuly came bes de her, she started
in conscience-soiitten gailt,

“Are you asave, madam,” a clear cat
voice sgrld. “that you are on private

She looked up. A stout, ba'd maun stood
beside her a nun whom her prophetic sonl
awured bher was Mr, Ha'e, He had deigned
%0 touch bis ba*, bat) ot out of respect for
her,she was sure He raluted ra her his
owp digoity aud sense of the propricties. He
bad a pomupous air, as of ene who feared his
simple persoi aily was DOt 1mpressive
enough, and the neat jerfection of his cos-
tame o ade more prominent his common-

features

“Yes pir.” she answered. meekly; “but
I'm doing my best t) gt out of them.”

“Butthat is not the shortest way.” he
went on; “it is much nearer by the coach-
bhouse. Here—let me show you

“Oh, I couldn’tthink of troubling you.
Thank you, bat you'll get wet yourssif.”
“Since | have undertaken it"” answered
Mrc. Hale, as If apologizing to himeeif for his
concession ; and with the words he spresd
his neat umbrella, and walkea with her. It
wasonly two minutes. The path he took
was shorter, and Miss Bennett hurried all
she could. She spoke no word tl!] she
reached the Alexander hedee; then she sald,
as hastlly, “1 am very much obliged—and —
I shall not gy

“A pretty girl,” Mr. Hale said to nimseli,
as he watched her flying toward the shelter
of the porch, Mrs, Alexander's governess'
Ham!” Bat what the last word meant in
his thought he could hardly have told, Per.
hape it only reminded him that his three
motherle:s children would soon be needing

one.

“Miss Bennett” Mrs. Alexander said, a
week Iater, “where did you meet Mr. Ha'le?
He seems to know you; and Jast night at the
garden party he deigned to say that if it
would save vou time and fatigue, you might
g0 ;hrongh tt:o urk.hoﬂo ul:u unoticcd you,
perbaps, coming u m the village. "’
when pl?nth hng h:?ld her uory..g:ho ll%:g
her eyebrows a little. *“‘[t's s concession—
a great concession from him.” she said.
“But I don't want it cried Rath.
“I'd rather go miles around now. You can't
thhlin‘ k ?gw !l:lluI énmnuri hudm!llatrd me. 1

a8 though I'd committed the uopardon-

. Lyt f
exander smiled at her vehemence,
but she had her own reas:ns for not encour-
aging it. “'It's quite another footing now,
since he permits it,” she said, “‘and really 1
wish vou would, Bince the hot weather
came I notice you are sometimes very tired

your strength for your work, you know.”
And to that Ruth yielded. %7

8he need not have been so fiserce ubout it
she sald to herfelf after & week. she nad the
park all to hersell, and it was certainly pleas
anter than the d
ried through as if & dragon haunted every
bush; but gradually she moderated her pace.
and at last she made it a gentle saanter, and

to cool her hot head in 118 breath of fresh-

pess, and soothe her eyes in the soft green
de2pths of the wood beyond. WUnce or twice

bhimself met her, touched his hat stiffly, and

for his great concession.

gratitude was not everwhelming to her
¢road little heart,

very frank smile and gfeeting,

her portion, and was content therewith

her pocket at sight of him—a letter she had
herself taken from the office and lingered

do with her radiant face just then

“You find this way mach plea.anter than
the road, Miss Bennett?’' Mr. Hale said,
made affable by that smile.

answered, demurely,

“I might
through,” he went on, “if I counld be sure
they would not abase the liberty. Bat it is

always dangerous Lo give people an iuch;
they taks an ¢ll instead.”

righiv—from vour side of the wmatter,’ Rath
answered, aud if there was the faintest touch
of irony in her limitation, Mr. Hale did not
see it

“Uertainly I am in the
declared, in his most magisterial
manner; but  having thus, so to
speak, asseried bis dignity, he sought
to unbend and be properly gracions to so
discreet s person as she had proved hersslf.
Ruth answered all his remarks with proper
modesty, deepening the good impression she
bad already made, and forgot all about him
syhen she had crossed the hedge.

But the next day, «+ she raantered along
the path, a suddea sharp cry siartled her—a
child's ery for heip. It came from the river-
bank, and as she ran toward it she under-
stood its meaning, The you t of the
children, the little heir of the house, had
slipped and fallen intothe stream. “he
nurse was ranning up and down wringing
ner hands and the two children were scream-
iog for help The water was not deep, bat a
child can drown in very little, ard when she
reached the bank he had gone under for the
second time
““Run to the house for help,” she cried to
the children; but even as she spoke she had
herself seized the readiest means of aid, and
w#as climbivg down the bank. It would
ruin her dress—even then she thovght of
that—but she waded in bravely, half sup-
porting herself by clinging toa vine that
curtained the slope. It might give way—it
certainly would if the boy struggled and
she lost her balance; but it was the best she
could do. She was not counsciousof any
special heroism. Other people woald doabt-
less come to pull them both ont later, but
the moments were precious, and the child—.
And Lere he came up azain, just out of her
reach. She dropped the vine, took the step
needed to catch him, and fell with him to
the muddy bottom.

Rath Bennett was chiefly conscious of ber
ruained dress and mud bespatiered face
when, & minute later, she climbed up the
bank with her burden. The garde er and
crachman were there, Mr. Hale was there
too; but he let the others help her up, and
his paternal raptures did not extend to tak-
ing his drippiog son and heir in his arma.
“Carry him up to the house, Bates’ he
said, after a giauce had assured him that the
child was unhurt. “and put him in a eath-
tub at once. And you, Miss Benonett—"’

“I need to go into one te0,” she gasped,
trying to wring the water from her skirts
Her ears were roaring with the waterin them;

right,” he

with the walk. Anything that will save

usty road. At first she hur-

even stopped on the brink of the little

stream which crossed one end of the park

she taw Mr. Hale's children wiih their
French nurse in the dis'ance: once Mr. Hale

stood aside to let her pass, BShe wondered
afterward if be expected her to thank him
Buat the barden of

Bata few days later she met him again and
this time she repented enough to give him a

She feltlike
smiling on all the worid that day, this poor

little governess who had youth and hope as
Perhaps a letter which she had thrust into

ander the trees to read—had something to

“Very much pleasanter, thank yvou,”’ Ruth
perhaps allow others to go

“Oh, I've no doubt you are quite in the

“Idon't know that be would look atit
quite in that light" Mrs. Alexander an-
swered. ‘‘[t probably helped to bring mat-
ters to a climax with him. Indeed he inti-
mated as much. And perhaps it is 4 reward
of virtue. Certainly it is quite alter the
story-book style; but yonu are pretty enongh
aad bright enoogh, as I told him, for almost
an¥ ?anltion. #8118 aself-made man him-
self; it isn’t such a wonderful condescension
when one remembers that. He couldo’t ex-
pect to many into the Mayvflower family,
for all his wealth.”

Miss Bennett felt a3 if her senses were
playing her false. “You don't mean—you
cwn’t mean,” she cried, ‘‘that he wants to
marry ma?’

Mre. Alexander put her her arm about her
soothingly. *“Isuppose itis rather over-
whelming, my dear. It wasto me st first,
But, after all, why should he not? There are
the three children, of course, and he's
twenty yaars older, and he bhasn’t much be-
sides his mon+sy to recommend him; but it
wou!d be a splendid home for you, dear. It
seems he has waiched you ever since that
time you tresgawed. And he has made in-
quiries of me. He began making them some
time ago, but I didu't notice, 1 thought
perhaps he wanted a governess, Uf course I
gave you the highest recommendations”
she added, laughing, “though I didu't know
the position he wanted you to fill. He seems
quite sure ot hirown feelings, and it is cer-
tainly a great trinmph for you, my dear.”
Miss Bennett sank back into the chair from
which she had half risen. Her mind plainly

the came to hersel! when Mrs. Alexander
wenton: “Of course you may want time
to think it over, bat he would like to see
you this evening, ana—he hopes for an an-
swer then.”

“Oh'! ob!” Miss Bennett cried, sprirging
to her feat. ‘‘There's no use. | couldn’t if
1ay life depended on it, for—1'm engagea to
rome one else. And I never knew—indeed,
I never koew, Mra. Alexander, until s few
days ago, that Philip was his nephew. You
see,"” she went on, breathlessly, ‘‘his sister
was with me at school, and that was the
way I learned to know him. And Mr. Hale
was very angry at his engaging himseeif to a
‘down-East tchool-ma’am,” as he called me,
He had promised to help him before, bat—
but they qnarreled over me, and Pnil went
Weat, and I came here. And it was only a
fortnight ago that | wrote him—becaunse I
hadn’'t muoch else to write—all about my
trespassing, and wpat bad come of it. And
he snswered—1 had his letter last weex:
‘That’s my old dragon of an uncle,
and il you've won one concession
from him; perbaps you can do more. I! he
learned to know you, he might think differ
ently about our engagement, and though I
don’t need any of his belp now. still he's
my nearest relative, and I should like to be
on good terms with him,” And I had been
hoping—bat now—now you see how impos-
sible it is. And if Phil has his own way to
make, and we may have to wait a long time,
and perbaps slways be poor, I love him too
much to mind.”

The soul of young ieve and trust was in
her eyes as she looked up at Mrs. Alexander,
and the woman’s heart in her was touched.
It was the philosophy of the ‘Babes in the

with a touch of worldly common-sense; but
sha only bent near her, and then suddenly

mother's comprehending love,

But when she had cooled a little from this
unexpected touch of enthasiasm, Mra. Alex-
ander bad her plans. She met Mr, Hale her-
self that evening; she confounded him fwith
the news that the school-ma’'am despised for
his nephew was his own elect; and she fol-
lowed up her advantage till he consented to
express his gratitnde to Miss Banpnett by the

master,
well at the West, and 1e~ded no mors of his
uncle's help, the new home was hardly ready
before he could claim its mistress. Only cne

~—the wedding gown which replaced Ruth's
uniuncky dress,

e
In the Ranks.

There in the ranks. with his face to the foe;
Did his dying lir vtter curses or thanks?
o one will know,

Still he marched on, he with the rest—

Still he marched on, with his face to the foe,
To the das's bitter business sternly add rest:
Dead—did they kow?

When the day was over, the flerce fight done,
His cheeks were red with the sunset's glow,
And iney crowned him there with their lanrels

won:
Dead—did be know?

Laurels or roses. all one to him now—
What to a dead man s glory or glow?
Rese wreaths for Jove, or a crown on 1118 brow :

Dead—does he know?
And yet you will see him march on with the

rest —
No man of them all makes & lier show—
In the thick of the tumult jostled and prest:
Dead—would you know?
—Harpce’s Magazine.
-

LITTLE FOLK!)

“Don’t I wish I was a Bena'or, ma!” “Why,
Johnnie?” *“Because when Sepators want s
recess, all they have to do is to vote for it."

Lottie was invited with her mamms to
s dinner party. A gentleman vely asked
her, ““Are vou a vegetarian?"’ Fg;." prompt-
ly said Lottie, "'I'm a Preshyterian.”

After a little Southside boy, whose family
were 10 move away next day, had concluded
his evening prayer, he u{ ;  “Good-bye,
God, te-merrow we are all going off on the
railroad.”

A Sunday school teacher asked s pupil
how many sacraments there were. “‘There
ain’'t any more lefs.” “Why, what do you
mean?’ ‘““Well, I heard that our sick neigh-
bor received the Iast sacrament yesterday;

80 there can’t be any left over.”

Freddie H., aged four years, was at church

— Lougleliow.

could not take in the new situation; bat|

Wood, indeed ; she could have overturned it

Ruth felt a kiss on her ferehead, a kiss of »

gift of & home—of which he should not be
And since young Philip was doing

touch of romance Mr. Hale allowed himself

His dea th-blow struck him, there in the ranks—

OUR YOUNG FOLKS

A Sad Onase,
I
I'm a joor little kiuy,
And a'as! when born, 0 pretty
That the morniag | was found,
Instead of belug drowned,
I was saved (0 be the oy
Of a dreadful baby-boy,
who pinches aud who pokes me,
Holds me by my throat and chokes me,
And when 1 could valuly try
From his eruel clutch to iy,
Lrabs my wail and pulis so hard,
That some day, upon my word,
] am sure "twil broken be,
And theu everﬁbody‘ll sea
SJch a looking kitiy!’

1L
That baby has no pity!
Thinks | m only a Kitty—
I won't stand it, nor would you !
'Tis no use to cry oot m-e-w!
Listen' some day I shall scratch,
And he'll find he's met his match
'nat within my Litle paws
There are ever :0 mauy claws'
Aud 1t won't De very long,
If thisrort of things goes on,

Till there'll be a kitten row
Such ax has not been till now:
Then, my lad, there will be tound

Lelt npon that baitle ground.
Buenh a looking baby !
~Clara Doly Batles, in January Wide Awake.

lletrol; New sboys,

Tho Detroit newsboys wear badges. and are

wid to b Lhe most honest and well bebaved
vewsbeys in the United States. Formerly
they were no better thau other boys in the
same business The badges, we are told, were
the beginoivug of reform. About ten vears
ago, a worthy gentieman of Detroit, Brad-
ford Smith by name, procared the passage of
a law requiring all newsboys and shoeblscks
to wear badges These were to be procured
froo\ the Muyor, and were forfeited by bad
couduct. Every bey's vame snod number
are now ragistered at the Mayor's office, and
esch is distinctly notified that he can hold it
on y duriog gocd behavior,
Aftar the law was passed there was at once
a change for the better Soon a special nun-
graded school way established by the city,
for the benefit of those poor, untanght boys,
The badoes and the scheol together have
worked a truely marvellous i1mprovenent,
A Detroit gentieman said the other day Lo a
New York Here!d reporter:

We tuve found that the badges identily
the boys und give them s feeling of seli-re.
spect and accountability whiclh they never
possessed before As A newspaper man, you
know what pandemonium reigos in the
prets room when the boys are wa'ting for
their papers. We used to have it in Letroit,
but now the:e is nothing of the kind, The
badges have made the boys sell respecting
and honest,

The boys are little business men, and are
a8 dignified as yonu please. Their names are
in the Mayor's oflice und their numbers ¢o
their brea<ts, and they feel that the eves of
the city are upon them. They aresomebdy.
Constunv efforts are made also to tone tnem
up in pusiness and to help them 1w rise o
higher things

Mr. Smith has been able to get seven hun-
died and forty into other business, uad four
bundred aod sixty placed in homes out of
the city. Whut geod is acermplished? Why,
the badzes have made vaperselling 80 re
spec'able that one of our lawyers has his
son badged and the boy is selling papers.
He says it is a businesy education better
than any other school can give.

Reading auvd Elocutlon,
|Exchange. |

Doubtless you bave all heard some of the
00 called elocutionists o tarough with their
readings or recitations, and perhsps yoa
have been more or less atiracted by their
thunder tones and astonishine gestures, and
hahv: wished that yeu might go snd do like-
w N

Don't do it unless you feel within you sn
unmistakabie call to pursue the art ssso
art for itsown pleasant and unselflsh re-
wards, Real elocution, net sham per-
formances that are sometimes called 20, 18 &
fine art, the same as music, painting, sculp-
ture, and the people who have the talent to
become elocutionarv artisis are as rare a3
diamonds among pebbles  Real elocution-
ists never imitate anybody elee; they just
dovolo? their own talents and maka the
most of themselves. But poor elocutionists,
and there are thousands of them, are always

‘trying to use the same tones and gestures

and, in fact, do everything just as somebody
else does; and the resulc 1s that as soon as
they have learned a few pieces by note, they
get ap before an audience, either in publie
or among their friends, and rantand tear
and howl and swing their arms wildly
abous, without the wsiightest approach to
naturalness or artistic taste and feeling.
SBach exhibitions as that are very offensive
to people ol good taste, Besides that it seems
to turn nice, sweet, modest girls—yes., nnd
nice, sweet, modest boys, too—into bold and
unpleasant creatures who care only to get
up before peopleand show how very affected
and loud they can be, Sensible girls and
boys shun everything of that kind.

t is not in you all to make fine elocution-
ary artists, any more than it is to make
painters or sculptors, but it is in you all to
make good plain readers, and this is a very
nice, useful, and entersaining sccomplish-
ment. To be a good reader of ordinary liter-
atore is to give both pleasure and profit to
yourself and your friends. To be shis you
must look up the meaning of words you do
not know, and try to utter vour sentences
cleariy and cobnectedly ; as you would nat
urally speak. At the same time you should
try to cultivate clear, pleasant, well moder-
ated voices. So yon see that it {s really a
great thing to bea good, plain reader. It is
a much finer accompl!ishment than to try
to be one of the high flown, imitative elocu-
tionists, most of whom can not really read

¢ mmon literature well at all.

—_——

A Queer Partnership.
[C. F. Holder, in 5t. Nicholas lor February. |

conspicaous object; but the spider's work 1s
not yet done It continnes to spin its silkea
web around the nest, carrving the threads

ward, forward and back, uniil tinslly, after
spinniog miles and miles of si'k, the nest is
completely hidden behind a screen of web.
Here, together, the partners live, the spi-
der rearing its yoang on the oufside, and
the sun bird caring for its eges and young
within. In this queer partnership the spider
18, evidently, not the luser usit certanly
gains peace and protection from the presence
of its feathered friend.

Live In the FPresenlL.

““A ‘live’ man resp¢cts the nineteenth cen-
tury. He does not think that wisaom died
out when its eighteen predecessors depa ted.
His ey2s are not in the back of b's bead. He
reads books, but he studies men. Great po-
ets have, for the most part, passed their lives
in cities “‘Never write & page '’ sald the
late Lord Lyon to a young Londen author,
“*till you bave waiked froms your room to
Temple Bar; mingliog with sien and read-
ing the human face.”
The men who make their mmik on the
age are those who know 1t and sympathize
with its life. A professor in & theclog cal
s:minary confessed that for half s centory
he had read mere Latin than Epglisn. He
failed to imuprees his ctudents, for he was ob.
olete, even waile facing them. :
Guizot 84y s that Shakespeare's soccess is
dae to his masterly knowledge «f hies own
age aud country and to the fact that he
srote in spite of loyalty to them both

Raphael went about tlyme and Fiorence
seeking faces and attitudes worth reproduc-
ing upon canvas, Currau stuaied law dar
iog the day. Ai might be stodied men in
the cotfee-honsas of London, s+lecting those
which “were most lertile in gae for s char-
acter hant.,"

Napoleer's boast was, "'l know men." He
disguised hiruself toat he mignt talk with
gatiors and lishermen When he wished to
study some great subject. he would pather
about biw Lth.ose who were anthorivies on it
and set thewm sarguing wita each other,
When he said, “'Good night, gentlemen'' he
knew all about the matter that was worth
knowing

Walter Scott would talk with any one who
wounld talk to him, He visited the fish-
marketat Billingsgate in order o leara the
disle st of the Gehiwomen., His novels are
read today b:caunse they are true to life,
thoogh they sre called romances,

Students who confine themselves to the
past are as dead, so far as serving their gen
eration s ¢coucerned, as the eras they love,
They are almost sure to mouaru ovar the pres-
ent and to distros: the fature, The former
days are to them batter than thess, and the
fatre is likely 0 be worse than either.

Professor Phelops, in his ivstrucuve and
interes!ing “Men and Buoks " tel s 8 sogues-
tive anecdote about two clargymen, which
illastra es the difference inu character between
the stadent of books and the student of men.
The two ministers, who had been o nesmates
in the seminary, met atter a separation ol
twenty years. Each had bad a fair measure
of sncoess

‘I1ave bad a bard life of it, bat I enjoy «
bard I'fe," said, in u cheery teme, he who bad
lived among his brathren. ‘It puys to buve
a hard life. I havesach u glorious trast in
the futare!”

“I bave bhsd u ha d life ton,” said the
other. who had lived in the dead past, sprak-
ing 1n & mourufal tene. *'l iry 10 endure
it ratient y bat I shall be gled wbea it is
aover. The future looks dark, very durk to
me. My chief satis’uction isin the past "

This mua, tays Professor Phelps, “wos
weary sod foot-sure from walking beckwurd.
A few yeurs lu'er he wus gathercd to his
lathers, with whom his mental life bad Leen
buried for twenty years "™ His friend still
nvee, enjoyiog his nard life, not growing
old, but keeping his heart young that he
may do good work for the men with whom
he loves to ussociate.

The jast has its uses, but it is no p'uce for
a ruan 19 live In, The apostle of Burmah,
Adoniram Judson, was an old man when he
died, fall of good works. Bat his wife,
“Fuany Forrester,” thirty years his jnnior
said, **“He was the youngest man | ever
knew.”” He kept himeelf young by his faith
in Ged and his bope for man.

Nobody®s FPlan
[(Emily Huntington Miller, in Christian Union.

No. it wasuo't Tom Bheldon's plan, It
wasn't anybod‘y'a plan; it just weant and
happened, Things do that wav sometimes
to boys, just as much as to people, and don't
you go 10 taking sides sgainst us, (‘ousin
Helen, because it's bad enough to have
grandpa and Aupnt Mioly saying: “Just
whoat t bey expected il Tom Sheldon was in-
vited."" Tom is tip-top, but he is a fell)w
that things happen to, and he can’t help it
Aunt Minty don’t like him ever since he
plugged up some hornets in the vee-hive, to
see if you couldn’t tame ‘em. Now, ['d like
to know 1if that 1sn’t the way that old scien
tific codger found out sboat things, by try-
1Rg experiments; and the mao that invented
dishes that'll break—you read me yourseilf
how be burnt up the furni-
tare and everything, DBut Aunt Minty was
just as mad becaunse Dick and 1 spoiled our
new suits putting on some stafl thut Tom
invented, He guessed it would keep away
mosquitoes; anad it would, only it smelt
pretty bad, and made yellow spots a!l over
your clothes; but Tom was going to fix that
some way, if he had time to think it up, and
Aunt M 'nty would lend him her cologne.

Well, I said I'd tell yon abont that time
we got carried off on a [freight train, and ]
will; but it was more'n a yeur ago, and I
say a year is long enough 1o talk about one
thing.

You see, it was Dick's birthday, and we
wanted to do something to celebrate. A
birthday iso’t much unless you have your
own folks. We liked to be at grandpa’s;
bat boys have to be some bother 10 pevple,
and Aunt Minty used tosay no wender
mamms was siok, and bad to go to Earope,
till we most believed we'd killed ber So
we theught we wouldn't say anything aboat

and his wife always go to one if they
hear

road isonly & little ways throogh the woods,
from one part to another, inward and out- | !
money; and be said if we'd only chosen the
¢ rcas he would treat; 8o Tom said we—well,

leave Hannibal there, and sirike through

of it Tuoe

Hopkinswwsn

yat it's pret'y bard to nud Larry had some

we sort of talked 1t up, and corciuded 10

the woods till we came to the Hopkinstown
rcad, and follow it to town. If you'd bought
me toot comypuss, Cousin Helen. it wouldn't
have nappened; bas, some way, we got
mixed up and turned around. and when we
got 10 the road we went the wrong way, avd
kept goiog and going tii, all of a sudden,
we came to the railroad down by the swilch-
yard,. We were awfully ured and disap-
pointed, and we knew we never could find
the way back through the woodsto Iong
Lake. You s-e. we hadn’'t thought about
that If you start from Long Lake, and go
east, you're sure to hit the Hopkinstewn
road; but if yoa start from the road, yom
don't hit the Lake unless you're just in the
right place, and go pretty straight. We
walched the men awhile, making up a
freight train and first we koew it begun to
rain. There wasa car on a swi'chk, sbout
hall [all of lnmber, and we ciimbed inw it,
snd waited, It rained harder and harder—

just & regular old sosker—und seewed as if
it never wou'd stop. We had to get pretiy
well back away from \he door, and Tom sa d
we might as well make the best of it, s0o he
began to tell « make-up story, abrut a man
that went out at night, and found a stair-
way leading down 10 the micdie of the
ea-th.

Just in the most interesting part we hea~d
a sort of ramble, and somebody rolied the
car door shut and locked it. We all jumped
and culled ont, but the man went away
whistling, and never bheard us. We tound
alterwards he knew we were in there, and
just meant to scare us, because the boys
boihered him so much pisying about the
cars. bu’ alterwurd he forgot all abont us un-
til—bat wait ul' 1 get to thac Well, we
pounded and hollered till we saw it didn't
do any good, and then we sat down, and |
think Dick pretty near eried, bat Tom said
we must make the best of it, and somebody
woul!d be sure to come along when the storm
was over. He tried t0 goon telling the
story, but somehow we didn't seem to care
any more sbont that man, and when Tom
gaid, “The Ekisg turned his glittering eyes
upon him & d said ‘Mortal! it is permitted
to thee to choose three wishes,'" Larry sald,
“Oh, dry up with your yvarn; if 1 could
choose three wishes I'd like a chu.ce to get
out of this cur and puvch that braken an's
head, and make tracks for Loug Lake belore
pitch dark.”

Tnat was how we all felt; bat something
worse yet happened, for pretiy soon we heard
a kivd of creaking like slowing up a train,
and our car gave s bump and jerk and began
to move, My' Ioon't s'pose I'd felt suy
wor-e il 1 was just starting down inan
eastbquake; and noboly said a word for aa
moch as & minute, Weoouidn't, and the
cars made an awlu! noire; yoa haven't any
idea how it sounds inside of a freight car,
Cousin Helen, We goessed they'd stop at
the depot, bot they only slowed up once and
then went on and it was the longesi kind of
& train, When they went fast eur cwr
bumped and rocked as it it was just going
over, and all the time the roaring was ro
i»aud it didu'tseem a bit of use to try 'o
make anyone hear us. You wouldn't s pose
aoybody conld get to sleep with only had
noards to lie on, bot we did, all but Ton.
He took off his jacket and made Dick take it
to lay his head on: sald he was wo hot,
but I knew  better; Tom is that
kind of a boy; and then he kept awake to be
ready for any chance.

I should think it was about a week after
they shut the door when something woke
me ap, and there wasa man holdiag up a
man holding u{: a lantern, and a lot of men
looking in. The man with the lantern
langhed, and Larry was golog to hit him,
but be was oo big, They asked us what we
were doing there, and everybody laughed us
if it was funny, only the switchman, aad be
sald it was a mean trick. There wasu't any
train until morning, and yoa couldn’t tele
graph because they wouldn's send it out te
the farm, so we just had to go home with
the switch-tender and wait. He didn't have
any wife, but be made us some coflfee, and
gave us & place tosleep till the traln came.
He wld the conductor about us, but Larry
paid for all of us; he said it would be taking
a treat from that brakemsn to get a
ride on 2ais account, and when Le
grew up he meant to lick him.

We got home all right, and—there, I don’t
need to tell the rest, pecause you know what
& horrid time they had, s'posing we were all
drowned, when Clump and his wile got
home, and grandpa came over, and they
found Hanribal hitched to & tree, and our
fishpoles under the reservoir bridge. | nev-
er did s'pose Aunt Minty cared so much
about Dick and me; the had waffles and hon-
ey for three mornings, and gave us pie for
lunch; but she isn’t & bit lare to lFom BShel-
don. Bhe blamed it all! on him and when-
ever we go fishing, or anvthing, she psays,
‘““And dont't let me hear of any more of Tom
Sheldon’s plans.”

I say it wasn't anybody’s plan, and you
can see that yourse'f, Cousin He et—now
cau t you? Oun! and I forgot o tell you we
got acquainted with that wan that locked us
in, and we like him first-rate. He thonght
we were the same boys that had been both.
ering him, stealing rides, and bhe meant o
let us out when the train was made up, but
then the yard master sent tor him, and be
forgot us till afterwards. He gave us a rail-
rosd knife to make up It had a gimlet and
a8 screw-driver, aud scis0ors, bes des two
biades and a file. The scissors are broken on
one point, and the screw-driver is kinder
wiggly, bat the giralet bores first-rate in soft
wood Heonly had one and he zave it to
Dick, breanee it was his birthday, snd 1t
turned oat bad.

el A

The Widow Knew Him
A rich old feliow died, and when his es-
tate was bheing settled up bis widow wes

called in to give some testimony regarding
the will.

For their soul's unresung Hdow —
Grow oa for the good or evil,

sunshipe streamed or dsrkness huried
For the hand that rocks the cradle

Is the hand that rocks the worid

Womsn, how divine your mission
Here upon your natal sod!
Keep, oh! keep the yonng heart open
Always to tue breatn of God,
All true trophies of the ases
Are from mother-love impearied;
For the hand that rooss the cradle
Is the hand that rocks the world.

Blessings on the hand of woman !
Fathers, sons and daughters ery;
And the sacred song is mingled
With the wonhip in the sky .
Mingled where no lempesta darken,
Ralubows ever more are huorled
For the hand that rocks the cradle
Is the hand that rocks the world

Abraham Liscels sud ““The OUlary Grove
HBoys ™
|From Arnold'snew “Life of Aoraham Linecoln,"”
publisbed by Jsnsen' Mellurg, & Co, Chicago.)
“‘Che following anecdote of Lincoln reiates
to the period (1531 52)of his coursbip n »
country store st New Balew, L, Lis em-
ployer being & man named Oitun
“Offatt often declared that his clerk. or
salesman, knew more Lhan any man 10 the
United States, and that he cou'd outrun,
whip or throw apy man in the county.
These boa«s came to the ears of “The Uwary
Grove Boys' a set of rude, roysiering good-
patured fellows, who Jived in snd arcuna
‘Clary s Grove,” a settiement near New sSa-
lem. Their leader was Jack Armstrovg, a
great sqaare-buiit fetlow, strong as an ox,
and who was belived by his partisans 10 be
able to whip any man on the Ssngamon
River. The issne was thus made between
Lincoln and Armetrong as 10 which was the
better man, and sithouga Lircoln tried to
avoid such contests, nothing but sn sctusl
trial could settle Lhe quest on smong their
partisans. And so they wet and wrestled for
sume time, wittoonr any dec'd: d sndvantage
on either side Finaly Jack resorted 1w
some foul play woieh roased Liccoiu's in
dignation. Putting forth his w ho e s rex b,
he seized the great buliy by b= turost and
holding him at arm's lengil. +hoot him like
abey. The “Ulary Grove Boys’ whe made
up most of the crowd of the | oXers-on, were
ready mjmu in, on behalf of their cham-
pion. and a general or sl cught up n Livcon
was threatened. Lincdlo backed np agsiost
Otfutt’s store, snd was ready, calmly awsit-
iog 1he atlack of the whole crowd., DBut his
cool coursge touched the manho d of Jack
Armstrong. He stepped [urward, reized
Lincoln's hand and shook it besrtily as be
declared: *Boys! Abe Lisco n is the best fel-
low that ever broke iuto this se ¢ ement. He
shall be one of us” From that time on,
Jack Armstrong was Lipcoins mso snd
most willing thrall. His baud, his tadie, bis
purse, his vote, and that of the Clary Urove
Boys,’ belonged to Lancoln, Linecalu's pop-
nlarity with them was unbouoded. sod Lis
rale was just, He wou d have fair piay. and
he repressed the violence and brutaity of
thess rough lellows w an extent which
woul!d bave been impossible to anotber man.
He conld stop a fight and queil & riol among
these rude neighhors when all others falled,”
il
A KAnINIBSUaxvE OF 1360

How Lincola Was Nowminated and His
Cabloet Fillod,
| Washington Letter 1o the Uleveland lLaader.

Leonard Swett, the old law partver of
Abrabum Lincoln, is still prescucing law 1in
Chicago, and he it nds, | am told, st the
head of the bar of the West. He was daring
Lineoln's life, bis most 1atimate [riend svd
confidential adviser. Many tines Lincolo
called him to Washington 10 ta'k over mat-
ters which he did not dare to trast to others,
and to take adva tage of Bweit’s hard sense.
Several weeks begore the eniac cipation proo-
lamation was fssned, & friend of Mr Swelt's
teils e, Mr. Swett receiyed s dispateh to
come 0 Washiogtan st once. He aid go,
and went directly to the White Honse. Pres-
ident Linecoiu received b m with open arms,
aod Lok him into bis private room and shat
the door He then ook & letter from his
pocket and read it to Mr Swett It was &
petition, s gued by Lloyd Garrison and a
number of vither Ab litiouisis, arging the
proclasmwation of emancipation. It wasastrong
oaper a9d enforced s ideas with the best
argumsnts that could be made for them.
Afer he had concluded it Mr. Lincoln wok
out another letter which he told Mr Swett
was written by & patriotic and liberty !ovm
Swiss. This letter which he read presen
just as etrongly the other side of the ques
ton, and urged hun as he hoped to save the
Union pot todrive the border Siates, now
practically uentral, into the Coufederacy by
such an sci. The Presieent then t.0k up
the whole subject, aud went ovor i every

int to Mr, Swett. He did not decide in
avor of either side, nor did be ask Mr,
Swett’sadvies After he hada Boished he 0ia
missed ‘he subject and talked o' other mat-
ters. The next day Sweit went beck to |l
nois. The President had merely callea him
here for the purposé of having & sk with
one whom he knew he cinid trast. He nad
slready decided on he emancipation sod
had at this time, it is said, his prociamastion
written.

“It was Bwett and Judge David Davis ™
continaed this gentleman, “wheo aid wore to
secure the nomination of Lincaln in 1560
than any other *wo mean in the country. Mr,
Bwett wld me the story  Dilinois went into
the Convention with iittie expec'ation of
securing Lincoln’s nomination. The dele-
gation had po heart in their work,ard Davis
and Rwetlt wers the only 1wo real workers 1n
the delegation. They braced up ths others,
aud they secured Lincoln's nomiosi ion by
promising Cahinet places to other Simtes if
they would vote for Lisco'n. DBefore the
Convention met they were sure of !llinow
only. Aswsoon as the delegates had arrived
sy Chicago they went to the Indisos delega-
tion and promised Indiana a Cabinst place
in case Lincrin was elected, il I-ntri.nl
weould vote solidity for him on the first ba -
lot, and stick to hiw thereafter as long as he
sremed to have a chanoe of being nomiuated.
The Indiana delegation consented to the

a few days ago, when the preacher spoke to
the people about backsliding. The next day,
he h the hired girl say she had mot been

*““Mra, Millar " said the attsrney handing

her the will, "'will you be kind enough to
look at that documentand tell me ifitis cor-

sgreeinent, Kentucky was flixed in the
ssme way, and they then spproached Penn-
eylvania. Here the trade was wored flicalt,

birthdays: but graudpa knew it, und he said
Dick snould choose ju:t what he wonld
ratner do, and invite twoother boys to come

" As most of my young readers are doubtless
You came in by the lower gate You |she feltasif she had n drowned and come ot B s B s it v

the latter

same terial tones.

*““Yes; but I was in a bhurry, and [—] was
afrand it was  goiog to rain.
I'm Mm Al xander's governess ' She
vem " glance at him as she
said this. but it evideatly made no impres-
sion. *[—I beg your pardon:and I can go

Isu I thought that for once—
and (llon mtlto spoil my d;ul." ll‘li nin-
fshed, impetuously, as a great drop of rain
H:I::M ith hose appeal

ap w eyes w

hnlduud’ him [t seemed to her a
very ample excase, but there was no relent-
ing in his faca, In his own mind, indeed,
he was making & coocession. As she was
his neighbor's m&mo'. he wou'd not carry
the matter , and so he st'flly said, as
Be sto »d back to let her retrace her steps.

“] am sure [—or M, Alexander—will be
much obliged for you—y
consgideration,

saw the iF:. of course?' he went on, in the | to life again; but it was the comedy of the

situation which chiefly occupied her even
then, and Mr. Hale's divided mind between
his wish to be properly gratefal and his dis-
gusted sense ol her dripping condition. And
then, woman-like, asshe tried to pick up
ner dress with some Jight remark on its state,
she cried instead.

“I—1 hope you haven't hurt yoursell”
Mr. Hale said, evidently not knowing what
to say. “I—I am deeply grateful, Miss Ben-
nett—more than [ can express—and I should
b.l 'nry sorry—{or any consequences to your-
se "

“Oh, it's nothing,” Ruth answered, assoon
as she could speak. " TChe only oconsequen.
cea to myself are a rnined dress, and t's
a proper reveng) of fate. It was to save this

she added, pathetically—'‘that I trespassed
oo your grounds six weeks ago. [ bogo you
appreciate the fact of the Nemesis.” And
therewith she held up the torn and stream-
“Yon wen’t

went on, “if I

take cnld; and that i« my own danger jost
now—" And before Mr. Hale could recover
himself to find speech, she had swept him o

ther a

spoke up,
calls a black slip, ien’t she?”

dress—it was so new then, and so pretty,” |

danger
steady head. But I hope the little boy won't | 4

to church for a long time. Freddie, profit-
iog by the recemt discourse, iramediately
“Mamma, she’s what Mr ———

There had been some sickness in the fam-

ily and when a kind-hearted but inquisitive
neirhbor asked Johnny who had been sick.
be peremptly replied: *'Ob, it’s my brother,
that's all
him?’
know, but what ail

““What did he have?"’
That closed the inquisition.

“What was the matter

with
*‘Nuffin, only he was just sick.”

o |
him?’ “Oh, Idunno.”
**He had the doctor.”

A Fact.

Minister's wife ( to small son)— Come, Juck,
Wht.lp. or you will make us all late to

chuare

Jack—"I don’t want to go to church—i}
Your poor {ather has

makes me tired.”

“For shame, Jack!

io'lo to church and preach, t0o.”

Oh.”yu; but it'sa great des! worse to

Thirst for Knewledge Ungquenched.
“"Mother, kin « thing have two mothers?’
“No, son.”
“Yea theykin. If one hen lays an ege

mocking courtesy, and was flying toward the | and another ben hatches it ont the chicken
Alexander house much as d’ had seen her | what's hatched has two mothers, kain’t it? ’ | cumolated untii they reach the limb. they |eaid

*[ don't know. Don’t bother me with such
“Mother, d'ye think I won's know any

“I have a commis- { more than you do when I get as old as yor1 [shape;

peculiar one, [are™

tereen the insects and the birds,
firuding 1n the former their natural food.

the rule muet seem very remarkable es.
pecially when it is a bird and s spider on
ter ms of the closest friendship, and actually
par toers in bouse-buildiog. The bird is the
purple sun-bird named by naturalists Nec-
tari na Asiatica. It is common in mauny
par is of India, where it flits among the trees
in g orgeous garbs of deep purpie blue, flash-
ing green, gold and yellow.

AL the nest-building time, the sun-bird
searhes the woods until it finds the large
ship ing web of & certain kind of spider. Thus
it pr oceeds for hwith to appropriate without
farther ceremouy. 'Ly gh we can well ilin-
sgine that there has been some understand-
ing hetween Messrs Spider & Sanbird,

he web is gere-ally soun between two
stout limbs, and upon this web the bird be-
gins to plece all sorts of rubbish, suchas bits
of grass or fiber, or oieces of paper and cloth
pick ed up or stolen from some neighborir g
cam)). At first the spider must be some-
what astonished at the capacity of its net
for catching such strange flies. Bat cuori-
ously enough, as fast as the bird places theve
objects upon the wet, the snider secunris
them with its silk, spinning Industrious' y
and neslsting its friend as moch as possible.

Final'ly, when the materials have ac-

are fstened to it, and bound over sud over,

in appearaace like s bottle, & Hask,
the grass and twigs being gener-

or a dome;

Kiwowing this, any exception we may find to

out and stay over night. We chose together.
and both of us wanted Tom Sheldon and
Larry Eastman, and they came, We went
with grard s to the depot to meet them and
afterward weall drove round by the mill to
get the griet, and over by Deacon Bascom's
to see about the shingles for the turn, so it
was most dark when we got home, and Aunt
Minty made us go right to bed after supper,
Dick and I couldn’t tell whether we wanted
to go a-fishing at Loug Lake, or have a pic-
nic and get blaeberries on the mountain, or
go to Hopkinstown and see the circus, and
we don't know for sure there was a circus,
only a boy that saw the posiers told ns it
was either the 13th or the 23d or else it was
an old one for last summer. Buat we let
Larry and fom chocse; and they said go
fishing acd have a picaic, and if there was
time enough we coald get blueberries. That
was every single thing in the plan, only
Larry said if Hannibal wasn't such a slow
troiter we could drive round by Hopkins-
town and see whether it was an old circas.
We started pretty earlv. Aunt Minty and
the hired girl put up our lanch in the big-
t market-basket, and Jones had the horse
itched up before breakfast, and a blﬁ of
oata under the seat. Hannibal is the slow-
est kind of & trotter. and Aunt Minty wanted
to not let us have any whip, bat grandpa
he was getting to be an old man and he
wanted to see us again before he died, so he

first by the bird and afterward by the spider. | put in the whip. First along, Hannibal
Nowl:’ho nest begines to -m::o’ a definite | ' posed he was going to mill, and he went

and

t till we got past the cross roads,
t’;d':o:oc’pmd‘gommg to Uncle

rect as {ar as yon kaow?"
' What is it?" asked the widow.
“It is yoar late husband's will,”
“Oh, is1t? Well it was never as extensive
as that when he was alive.”
“I don't mean that, madam. I want to
kpnow if you think this is the correct will.”
The widow looked at it and began to read.
“Of courss,” she exclaimed, ‘ this is his"
“Why do you think so, madam ™’ _
“Becunuse it says here: “I, James Miller,
being of sound mind,’ Now thatis bim all
over. He coutended with me from the time
we were married that he was of sound mind,
and said he'd stiek to it with his Jast breath
even if I did persist in saying be didnt't have
sense evough to put up an umbrells on a
rainy day. He nusea to do some mighty fool-
ish things, but I'm glad to see he had »
good opinion of himself to the end.” |
The widow's testimony was accepled :8
competent,

MR -

What Mrs. Jarphley Didn't Know,
“Pa.'" said yoaog Johnnie Jarphley.
“Yes, my son,” responded his father,

“If it rained—"

uY‘_M

“If it rained hard "

‘.\Pe._ll

“If it rained pitohforks—"'

“Yes, my son; what then 7’

“Would you come in the house””’ ‘
*{ most assuredly would.”

know enough to come In when it ralned.”

Simon Cameroa was the candidate, and be
had his State solidly for him. At Jast they
persusded Peunsylvania to 2o for Lineoln
oa the second ballot with the prowise that
Cameron shounld go into the Cabinet on his
election. [be result was that with lilinois,
Indians and Kentucky solid, they received
enough scattering voles to run their total on
the first ballot to 102 Seward had 175 and
Cameron 50 On the second ballot Pe~nosyl-
vania came in for Lincolo, and it became a
c o=e fight between Lincoloand Seward ; and
on the third ballot Lincsin was nominsted,
‘“After the pomivation Davis and Swety
told Lincola how 1t bad been accrwplished,
asnd urged upon hisduty as t» carrying out
the contracts which they had made. He ob-

spoils was uot grven natll lstar in
““There, | knew ma didn’t know what she ministration, when Jumes Speed, of that
was talking about. She said you didn’t State, was put in the place of Bates s Al
| toruey Geoeral.”

jected considerably %o some of them. “Asto
[ndiana,’ said he. Caldb B Swmith | koow is
8 2004 man, and [ wou!d be glad to have
him io mv Cabinet. [ don't object 10 James
Speed, of Kentucky, but | don t know abont
Bimon Cameron, Either justly or unjustly,
Cameron bas been charged with being ac-
ceseory to certain jrbs, and [ sam making
this campa pn as "Hovest Oid Abe,’ and 1
want to avoid even the appearance of evil ™

‘It was s long time be'ors Davie and
Swett could persuade Mr. Lincoln w0 say
that Cameron should bhave & piace. He did

s0 finally, and in the end gave him the War

Department Smith, of [odiana got tha In-
terior, aud a8 1o Kentucky Lis part of the
the ad-




